THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

from it all, which I wrote long afterwards. To-night
there was no moon and I was tired; besides, one never
should try to recapture perfection, though it should
always be striven after, in any particular world, until it is
attained.

I thought, feeling at once solitary and yet in no great
need of actual talk (as the past and tenderness were upon
me) 3 that I might as well go through the corridor to the
bar, sit in a corner, have a nightcap, and watch and
listen to whatever habitues might be present. I threaded
my way through, swung open a door, and there, con-
fronting me as though I had come to my expected place,
like the stars in the Ancient Mariner, were the rotund
jocularity of Aubrey's face and the petite merriment of
Sally's. Two tankards were waved at me. "Ha, ha, ha!"
laughed Aubrey, his mouth wide, his eyes closed. "We've
been waiting for you for an hour, but we knew you'd
come. Where the devil were you when we passed you on
the road?"   He laughed again, as though his simple
stratagem of recommending this hotel to me were an
elaborate joke; I fully expected him to pull cold bacon or
fish out of his pockets.   But no, he had merely driven
twenty-four miles or so (having presumably looked to his
garden and done his quantum of the History of the
Thoroughbred) in order to spring a small surprise; and
when, just  after,  the  barmaid  announced:    "Time,
gentlemen, please!" he parted on the doorstep, and
groaned off eastward quite happily, a warning against
o'er-vaulting ambition and a testimonial to the simple
life.

I went back to the wickerwork lounge.   The two
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